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a small room under the roof for which she
paid a rent of three francs a month. She
had a daughter twelve years old, well kept,
very demure, and who talked to nobody.
This little girl went out three times a week,
in the afternoon, and returned alone at mid-
night. The neighbors learned that she was
a chorus girl at the Opera. One day, she
goes down the stairs to the janitor's room
and asks for a lighted candle. She gets it.
The janitor's wife, astonished at her not re-
turning, goes up to the garret, finds the
woman dead on her bed, and the little girl
busy burning an enormous quantity of let-
ters which she took out of a very big box.
She says: " My mother died to-night, and
she has asked me to burn all her letters with-
out reading them." That child has never
known her mother's real name; she is abso-
lutely alone in the world, and has no other
resource than to be a vulture, a monkey, or
a devil in the Opera's performances.

Her mother's last advice to her was to be
very good, and a chorus girl at the Opera.
She is very good, very devout and cares not
to tell her story. Please tell me if this little